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gold thread, as a tie for part of the man's dress. The mes-
sengers of love are little black serving-boys or girls, some of
whom are so discreet and helpful that they make a fortune
from rich lovers. Through the Meccan night there flit
these dusky go-betweens, agents of an urge as old as the
world, eluding with puckish dexterity the vigilance of the
committees of virtue set up by the turbaned guardians of
Wahhabi morality and by the austere elders of the city's
nobility.

The summer over, and having restocked with dates and
flour at the nearest market-town, the tribesmen seek news
about the autumn showers from their Sheikh and one an-
other. Depending on this news, they make plans for their
migration. At first the tribes move together, in large
numbers, but as the grazing springs up they become bolder
and, dividing, go farther and farther afield, until in the spring
only two or three tents are together. They usually place
their tents on the side of a hollow sheltered from the prevail-
ing north-west wind which, blowing down from the Taurus,
across the open Syrian steppe, is bitterly cold. They wear
sheepskin coats if they can, and at night close the open side
of the tent with the camels and bring the sheep up behind
this rampart. The embers from the coffee-hearth cast a
flickering light upon the mass of animals, which is a com-
forting sight to the Bedouin owner, unless the wind changes
or wolves come. A changing wind means that the women,
whose task it is, must change the face of the tent away from
the direction of the wind, and a wolf means that the young
men must rise up and take care that no lambs are killed.

The Bedouin eat no meat for many days together. Flour
messes and sheep- or camel-milk, with dates, date juice, and
curds, are their staple fare. In the winter, if there has been
little rain in the autumn, so that the grazing is poor when the
cold winds come, the loss in animals is very high and as
many as eighty sheep out of a hundred may die. The out-
side world is the poorer for the carcases which now, winter
after winter, litter the deserts and make only food for
wolves, Sometimes, usually during the colder half of the